sacrifice to loyalty. But even in the depths she was incap-
able at all times of considering herself alone, and there is
proof of that in an incident during Ladye's last illness. Day
and night John had sat beside her, awaiting what she knew
to be the inevitable end but clinging to the hope that before
it came -there might be a momentary return to full con-
sciousness that would allow her to speak of her deathless
devotion and to receive absolution for any real or imagined
shortcomings. But when, before the end, the doctor told
her that consciousness could be induced by an injection, if
it was for any reason desirable, she utterly refused to accept
consolation for herself at the risk of rousing Ladye to pos-
sible pain *.. and she let her go in silence.
With the same generosity, she would not even scourge
herself at my expense, since she realized that she had become
the be-all and end-all of my life . . . and as often happens,
her unselfishness had its reward. A friendship and com-
panionship which at that time she continued chiefly for rny
sake, too numb with grief to feel any personal reaction,
grew steadily and ripened between us until it became as
precious, fulfilling and essential to her as ever it could be
to me ... until neither of us could have claimed to care
more than the other or could have conceived that even
death could divide us.
For a short time after Ladye's death, though we spent
some hours together almost every day, we did not, at first,
share a home. I had taken a furnished house, since demo-
lished, in Royal Hospital Road (it was ancient, most at-
tractive and quite abominably haunted) and John, for the
time being, became a paying guest in her cousin Dorothy
Clarke's house, No. I Swan Walk, a few yards away. It
was a terribly unhappy time for us both and there seemed
no light ahead. John was submerged by an all-pervading
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